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For all those nerves which spirits of Sense do bear,
And to those outward organs spreading go,
United are as in a centre there,
And there this power those sundry forms doth know.

Those outward organs present things receive,
This inward Sense doth absent things retain,
Yet straight transmits all forms she doth perceive
Unto a higher region of the brain:

Where Fantasy, near handmaid to the mind,
Sits and beholds, and doth discern them all;
Compounds in one thing divers in their kind;
Compares the black and white, the great and small.

Besides, those single forms she doth esteem,

And in her balance doth their values try;

Where some things good and some thfngs ill do seemr

And neutral some, in her fantastic eye.

This busy power is working day and night;
For when the outward senses rest do take,
A thousand dreams, fantastical and light,
With fluttering wings do keep her still awake.

Yet always all may not afore her be;
Successively, she this and that intends;
Therefore such forms as she doth cease to see,
To Memory's large volume she commends.

The ledger-book lies in the brain behind,
Like Janus* eye, which in his poU was set;
The layman's tables, storehouse of the mind,
Which doth remember much, and much forget

Here Sense's apprehension end doth take;
As when a stone is into water cast,
One circle doth another circle make,
Till the last circle touch the bank at last.

The Passions of Sense

BUT though the apprehensive power do pause.
The motive virtue then begins to move
Which in the heart below doth Passions cause,
Joy, grief, and fear, and hope, and hate, and love.